The Play of 

Ter. An Armour friends 5 1 pary you let me fee it* 
Thankes Fortune, y cat that after all erodes, 

Thou giueftme fomewhat to repairc my felfe : 

And though it was mine owne part ofmy heritage, 

Which my dead Father did beq ueath to me, 

With this ftrift charge cuen as he left his life, 

Keepeitiny been a Shield 

T wixt me and death,and poynted to this bray fe, 

For that it failed me.keepeit inlike necefsitic : 

The which the Gods protect thee, Fame may defend thee; 
Itkept whercl kcpt,Lfo dcarely lou’dit, 

Till the rough Seas, that fpares not anyman, 

Tooke it in rage, though calm’d, haue giuen’t againe: 
Ithanke thee for’ t, my ftiipwraclce now's no ill. 

Since Fhaue heeremy Father gauein his Will. 

1 . What meane you fir? 

p?ri . T o begge of you(kind friends)thisCoate of worth, 
For it was fometimc T arget to a King t, 

I know it by this marke : he loued me dearcly, 

And for his fake, I wifli thehauingofity 
Andthatvoifd guidemc coyourSoueraignes Court, 
Where with it, 1 may appeare a Gentleman : 

And if that euer my low Fortune’s better, 

lie pay your bounties $ till then, reft your debter. 

1 . Why w'iltthou turney for the Lady? 

Ten. lie fhew the vertue 1 haue borne in Amies. ^ ^ 

r. Why di’e takeit: and the Gods gitie thee good ant. 

2 . I but harke you my friend, t’was wee that made vp 
this Garment through the rough feames of the V«aters. 
there are certaine Condolements, certaine Vailes: 1 hope 
fir, if youthriue, you le remember from whence you had 
them. 

/ en. Beleeue’t, I will ■ 

By vour furtherance I am cloth’d in Steele, 

And fpightof all the rupture of the Sea, 

This Icwell holdes his buyldingon my arme: 

Vnto thy value 1 w ill mounttny felfe 
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Vpon a Courfer, whofe dehghrfteps, ^ 

Shall make the gazer ioy to fee him tread y 
Onely (my friend) I yet am vnprouided of a paire of Bates* 
2 . Wee 5 le fureprouide, thou flialt haue 
My beft Gowne toniake thee a pane; 

And lie bring thee to the Court my felfe* 

Ten. ThenHonour be buta Goale to my Will, 

This day lie rife, or elfe adde ill to ill. 

Enter Simeny dec y mth often Jounce , and Thaifi^ 


King. Are the Knights ready to begin the Tryumph* 
t.Lord. They are my Leidge,and ftay your comming. 
To prefen t them fellies. 

King. Returne them, We are ready, & our daughter heerfe, 
In honour ofwliofe Birth, thefe Triumphs arej 
Sits heerelikcBeauties child,whom Nature gat, 

Formen tafee; and feeing.woonder at. 

T bat. It pleafethyou (my royall Father) to expreffc 
My Commendations great, whofe merit’s leffe. 

King. It’s fit it (hould be fo, for Princes.are 
A modell which Heauen makes like to it felfe 
As Iewels loofe their glory ,if neglected* 

So Pr i n ces th ei r R enow nes,if no t refp e fted : 

T is now your honour (Daughter) to entertaine 
The labour ofeach Knight,in his deuice. 

That. .Winch to preferue mine honour, Tie performs. 


The fir ft Knight pajfrt by ; 

King. Who is the firft, that doth preferre himfelfe? 

Then. A Knight of Sparta (my renowned father) 

And the deuice he beares vpon his Shield, 

Is a blacke Ethy ope reaching at the Sunne ; 

The word i Litx tu<t vita nvhi. 

King. He lowes you well, thatholdcshis life of you* 

The lecondKmaht. 

Who-is the ftcond, that prefentshWelfe? 

Thu. A 



